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He'd never been the kindest person in the world. Never been the most forgiving. Nor the smartest. Nor the 


quietest. Especially about certain things. 


A man was made of certain things. A woman was made of others. Man shall not lay with man for it is an 


abomination. And all that jazz. 

Traditional values from a traditional home. 

Even as he moved to Los Angeles and settled in the cesspool of debauchery and sodomy and other "-ys" that 
called itself Hollywood, he kept his traditional values. Spitting them like fire at anyone that dared to try and 


convert him. 


He was going to make it big, and not be blinded by other peoples shit. 


He'd never been religious about it, persay. That had been his step-fathers job. Preaching day after day about 
how wrong it was as though he feared that his step-son were going to stray from his Gods chosen path. 


It was something hed always believed. 
But it was something hed never questioned. 


* 


"Aaaaaaaxl...?" Duff slurred for the third time in ten seconds. "Axl, where are we going?" 


"We're getting you home, big guy.’ Axl grunted, almost all his breath being knocked out of him as the taller 
man tripped and fell towards him. 


“s'fumy, this doe'nt look like home." 
"That's cause we're not there yet" 


"Did you even drink anything tonight?" Duff asked, his face skewing up as he tried not to slur the words 
together, "You're able to walk awful straight." 


| had a few." Axl muttered, "But you really outdid yourself tonight. Broke your own record." 
Duff giggled, "I dint mean to, y'know.. 

"Yeah, | know." 

They trudged on in silence for a few moments. The silence broken by Duffs giggling. 

"Dude, what the fucks your problem?" 

"Nothing!" Came the childish sing-song reply. 

"Jesus, you're a mess." 

Duff giggled again. 


"Duff, seriously, you're freaking me out. If you're gonna giggle like a fucking moron, at least look somewhere 


other than at me." 


"But | like looking at you." 


Axl blushed. Staring hard at the ground and trying not to punch his drunken friend in the mouth. 
"You're so pretty" Duff continued, laying his head on Axis shoulder. 

"Fuck off" Axl growled, elbowing the blond in the ribs. 

Duff winced, but didn't let up. Stupid drunken grin still plastered across his face. 

‘Im serious!" 

"You're drunk!" Axl snarled now. Glaring at the blond in the hazy light from the street lamp. 
"Who says | don't think it sober?" 

"You're not gay." Axl grumbled, trying to resume the walking home thing 

"Says you 

"You sleep with girls!" 


Duff shrugged, "I can like both." He slid his arm around Axls waist, causing the redhead to squirm and try to 
hit him. "And | like you." 


Axl tried again to pull away. Duff pulled him into a proper hug. Well. Proper for him. Axl stood straight as a 
board and refused to return the embrace. Refused to focus on the warmth of the body around him. Refused 


to see how his head fit perfectly under Duffs chin 


He smelled like leather and cigarettes. Like alcohol and cologne. And like something else that was distinctly his 


own. 


Axl shook his head and fought against the hold again. Duff squeezed him, and he refused to focus on how 


strong he felt. How warm and protective the embrace actually was. 
"Get the fuck off me, fucker." Axl spat, looking up to glare at him. 
Duff leaned down and kissed him. Oddly clean for how drunk he actually was. 


And try as he may, Axl couldn't help but eventually return it. Tension slowly easing out of his shoulders as 
Duffs hand ran down his back. Out of his head as the other combed his hair back out of his face. 


And yet, once it ended. And once the two managed to get themselves home without dying. Axl went to bed. 
Duff lying next to him, snuggled into the crook of his arm. 


Axl vowed and swore that it never happened. And that it never would happen again. 
Even as he tried to ignore the smell of leather and cigarettes, alcohol and cologne. 
Even though he couldn't erase the taste of Duffs lips on his. His tongue in his mouth. 


It never happened. And never would again. 


